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Pixie Stick 

‘James, we don't have time for this," Lars protested as he was steered away from the studio and into his 
office. 

"You don't even know what *this* is," James answered as he shut and locked the door. 

Lars raised an eyebrow. "I don't exactly need details. | know how your mind works." 


"Is that so?" James moved with feline grace toward his lover. 


"Yeah." Lars took a few steps backward, bumping into his leather sofa. 
"How do you know you won't like what | have planned?" James gathered Lars in his arms. 


"| didn't say | wouldn't like it. Just that we don't have time for it” Lars’ fingers drifted in lazy patterns across 


James’ right pectoral muscle. 
"Don't worry. Its all under control." James bent his head and covered Lars' mouth with his own. 


Heavy breathing filled the room as James lowered Lars to the sofa, his body covering the smaller man's. His 
hand wandered over the naked chest, fingers searching and finding Lars' ever-present nipple ring. He tugged at 


it, receiving a moan in response. "Feel good, baby?" 


"You know it does." Lars tangled his fingers into James’ hair. "But we don't have time--" Another tug of the 


nipple ring stopped him in mid-sentence. 


"We have all the time we need" James nuzzled at Lars’ neck. He sucked gently at the skin, knowing he would 


leave his mark "Ill do whatever the fuck | want when | want. If they don't like it, they can go to hell." 


"Hey, man," Lars gasped as James nibbled along the column of his throat, the hot breath moistening his skin. 


"You're talking about our friends." 


"Trust me, baby," James, looking up into the beloved face. "Kirk and Rob won't mind the break at all. As for 
Bob...fuck ‘im." 


"No. Fuck me." Lars pulled at the t-shirt James wore. "Take this god-damned thing off." 


James batted the hand away. "No, my pixie, not now. Tonight" He planted a swift kiss to the pouting lips. "But 
only if you do as | tell you and you let me have some fun. So be good and I'll let you have a little taste." He 

lapped at Lars' Adam's apple, scraping his teeth along the tantalizing skin. "Trust me. I'm gonna make you feel 
good." He reached down between them and grabbed Lars' cock through the thin material of his shorts. He 


squeezed gently before running his fingers over it. 


Lars whimpered, "Fuck, James" He bucked at the fingers still caressing him. "Take off my fucking shorts. God, 
do it already. Don't wanna wait..do it. Get me naked. Wanna feel you...” 


"IFs okay, pixie. I've got you." James placed a small kiss to the center of Lars’ chest before grasping the elastic 
of his shorts and eased them down his legs and tossing them aside. "Just let yourself go. I'm going to take 


care of you.” 


"Always do," Lars murmured, leaning his head against the cushions of the couch. He lay there, breathing 


heavily, as James gazed into his face. 


"So fucking beautiful" James slid from his body, falling to the floor on his knees. He slipped between Lars: legs 
and began to nibble and suck at the inside of Lars’ thighs, leaving more of his mark even as he massaged Lars' 
calves. 

"J--James," Lars panted and tried to shift closer to his lover's wandering mouth. "Come on. God, please." 
James' hands drifted upward, fingers gliding across skin pebbled with goosebumps. He gripped the back of Lars’ 
thighs and kneaded the tight muscles. "Impatient little pixie, aren't you?" He didn't lift his head from between 
Lars' legs and his voice was muffled. 

"P--please." Lars slouched lower on the couch and opened his legs wider. 

"Anything for you, baby." James gave a teasing lick to the underside of Lars' cock. 


"Fuuuuck.." Lars lifted his legs to drape over James’ shoulders, his ankles crossing. "Fuck. More." 


James' answer was to trace the rising cock with his lips. He skimmed it lightly with his teeth, mouthing the 
engorged head, but not taking it in completely. 


"Shit!" Lars‘ hips rose off the couch. "Fucker! Quit being such a fucking tease and do me." 


James opened his mouth to accept the thrusting cock. It slipped over his tongue and he closed his lips over it, 


enjoying the way it filled his mouth. 
"Oh, my fucking Christ," Lars moaned. "Feels so good. So fucking good" 


James drew in his cheeks, trapping the dick in his mouth. Eyes half-closed, he concentrated on bringing his 


lover pleasure. He flexed his tongue even as he began a slow, torturous sucking. 


Lars grunted, moving his hips forward, trying to drive his cock further into James' mouth. "Come on, come on. 


Let me in.please, baby, | need it. | want it. Gotta have you. Want your wet mouth. Suck it. Take it all. Ahhh..." 


James angled his head, taking Lars further into his mouth, almost down his throat. He paused getting used to 
the feel of Lars, loving the taste of him. 


"Fuck. You were always a great cocksucker, James." Lars caught a hold of James’ hands and placed them on his 


hips, holding them there. 

James gripped him as he began to slide Lars' cock in and out of his mouth. He teased it with his tongue, 
occasionally flexing his lips over it. With the rhythm established, he began to hum "Nothing Else Matters" at 
the back of his throat, letting it rumble around Lars. 


The vibrations caused the dick in his mouth to twitch and James knew is lover was close to coming. Palming 


his hands down Lars’ thighs, he slipped one down to cup Lars’ balls. He rubbed them lightly, rolling them around 
in his palm. He continued his massage even as he moved the column of flesh in and out of his mouth, gathering 


more and more speed. Soon, his head was almost a blur as he bobbed up and down on Lars’ cock. 


"Oh, fuck! Fuck! Harder. Suck it. Suck it..suck it..." Lars repeated, like a mantra. "Gonna come..gonna shoot. Almost 


there. Just a little more." 


James, loving his lover's breathy moans, gave the balls in his hand another squeeze before grazing his nail 


along the perineum and finding the hole that always made his dick feel at home. 
"No, no, no..you're not." Lars thrashed his head. "You're not gonna--fuck!" 


Without warning, James thrust a finger into his asshole. He crooked his finger, searching for the sweet spot. 
When he hit it, Lars gave a violent thrust, nearly choking him. 


"Fuck! Oh, my fucking godl" Lars shot his load down James’ throat. 


James sucked him down, his neck muscles working hard to swallow all that Lars gave him. When he was done, 


he allowed the flagging cock to slip from his mouth and he looked at his lover. "You okay?" 
"Huh?" Lars was slumped against the corner of the couch. "Can't..move..blew me away." 
James grinned. "That was the idea." He stood up and looked down at his jeans. 


"Came, huh?" Lars asked, a knowing glint in his eyes. "You got a change of clothes in my closet. Might want to 
make use of them before you go back out to the studio.’ 


James licked at his lips, trying to lap up his lover's essence that still stained his mouth. "Good idea. Gimme a 


minute.” 


‘lm not going anywhere." Lars closed his eyes. "Just gonna rest a minute..." He was asleep before James had 


completely taken off his stained jeans. 


James grabbed a baby wipe from the stash Lars kept in his desk drawer for just this type of emergency and 
quickly cleaned himself up before changing into a pair of clean blue jeans. He grabbed another wipe and cleaned 
his lover, pulling up his shorts, and throwing a small blanket over him. With a quick kiss to the lips slightly 
parted in sleep, James quietly left the room. 


When he entered the studio, he saw Kirk and Rob quickly spring apart. "Everything okay in here?" 


Kirk refused to look at him. "Uh, yeah, we're good. Um, | mean fine. We were just playing around. Uh, you know, 
with a couple of cords." He rubbed at his mouth. "We, uh, we were just waiting for you." 


"Playing around, huh?" James looked at the two men, neither one of which was holding a guitar. "I see." 
"Yeah." Rob nodded. "We were just working on a few things. Ironing out a few kinks." 


"Ironing out kinks. Good idea. Want things to be fucking perfect, right?" James grinned at the blush that stained 
Rob's cheeks. "There are better places, you know." 


"Huh? What?" Rob looked confused, 

"You know, better places to iron out kinks." James waggled his eyebrows. 

"Oh, fuck," Kirk muttered to the floor. 

Rob's blush deepened, but he met James’ gaze head on. "I dont know what you mean, Het! 


James shrugged and waved a hand. "No problem. I'll give you a few ideas, you know, just in case there are 


more kinks to be, uh, ironed out." He looked over at Kirk, who finally met his eyes. 
Kirk just frowned and crossed his arms. 
"Uh, sure, whatever, man" Rob looked uncomfortable and he glanced from James to Kirk, back to James. 


"Trust me. You're gonna need all the help you can get" James grinned and jerked a thumb at Kirk "Especially 


with that one." 


Kirk scowled. "You don't know shit, man. Where the fuck were you anyway? Can't exactly make an album 


without our lead singer." 
"Or our drummer," Rob murmured, looking around for the missing member of their group. 


James shrugged. "He'll be out soon enough. You know him. Has to have his nap." He reached for his guitar. "As 


for me, well," he ran a finger under his lip and licked at the knuckle. "| was just craving a pixie stick" 


The End 


